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adapted himself to circumstances and finds com-
fort and beauty in little things around him, which
is a great achievement. Once he wrote to me from
Dehra Dun jail "The hot afternoon sun has melted
much of the snow except on the mountain tops.
The clouds have rolled away giving glimpses of that
amazing and fascinating thing, the deep blue sky,
just after rain in North India. Do you have this in
Bombay? Perhaps you have but nobody notices it.
The evening was unusually beautiful today. The
clouds were in a playful mood and they caught the
rays of the smiling sun and seemed to hurl them
about in reckless abandon. Extraordinary colours
came and went, fantastic shapes appeared and dis-
appeared and over all was this riot of colour. The
bare mountain tops blazed red and they reminded
me of the mountains of the Khyber region. Patch-
es of snow were lit up occasionally and then faded
away, and soon after the moon, almost full, added
to the variety."

Though Jawahar is always smiling and appa-
rently happy he has had more than his share of
heartache and sorrow. To have lost his young wife
when he needed her love and companionship most,
was a terrible tragedy for him. Outwardly, he tried
not to show how deep was his grief. Only for a few
fleeting seconds does Jawahar lose grip over him-
self, only to regain his poise and unruffled appear-
ance.

At a very young age? Jawahar started to drift
into politics little realising thafc it would become
his lifework. Little by little the course of events
swept him along with the tide and he was carried
away. But had he his whole life to live over again,
Jawahar would do exactly as he has done. He might
do things a little differently, that is all. Many
accuse him of having fads, of dreaming dreams, of
talking about big things and not dealing with the